SACRA 


Both | and the vexing wind in concert groaned; 
My resolve, like the frosty hills in the 

Distance, slowly receded in murky 

Grayness amidst the Boeotian sky; 

And |, like the mountain steps | climbed, was 
Gilded all around with hard-fallen snow. 


The summit reached, the reed-pipes played, as the 
Birds of the forest did from whence we came. 

The song ‘twas foreign to the shrieking ram 

We brought from the foothills; now far above 

Sat we upon the height of Helicon, 

Bearing this offering to appease the 

Harrowing tumult of Aelous borne. 


We proceeded towards the altar, marble 

White as the snow which clothed it. And the priest 
Began in prayer—so too the ram, sensing 

His imminent doom. It was then that the 

Yellow of his eyes began to shine, which, 

Pierced through the shadowy twilight as the 

Knife which rent his neck in twain, and his blood— 
This poor victim's blood—poured forth to stain the 
Snow beneath him. His gore brought forth a faint 
Warm air, though it only served to make the 

Wind bite harder, as though the cold had set 

Itself to mime the blade that tore the ram 

Apart; as if to offer me instead, 

On Hermes' wing from here toward Elysium. 


Great Jove, stayer of the winds, relented. 

My life, it seemed, was with the victim's spent: 
Ere my heart was racing, blood surging on; 

Now, 'twas still as the night which onward came; 
Still as the corpse which lay before my feet. 


